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A Set of odd capricious Creatures, born 
Fer wiſe Men's Laughter only, and their Scorn: 


THE 


— a Play, | = | 
— Sure there are ſome,n or ſeems their Num 
ber ſcarce, 


| Whoſe bort dull Lives may well be calld @ 


Farce; 


Sway d by no Principles, to ethers known, 


And ſcarcely well conſiſtent with their own; 
Who att more monſtrous Follies in ane Day, 
Than fland arraign'd in either Farce or Play. 
| Such is the Caitif we to Night expoſe, 
A Seribbler damn'd alike in Verſe and Proſe, 
A 2 Whoſe 


The PROLOGUE. 
Wheſe ſordid Labours firuggling for Renown, 
At once have flunk and ſcandaliz'd the Town. 
| Let no nice Fancies then, our Choice arraign, 
Or, ſay the Subjef?*s bad, becauſe 'tis mean; 
The vileſt Things, when Men have found their 
If well d, to Profit may conduce, 
And con Scribblers handPd as they ſbon d, 
May by Example, work ſame Kind of Good. 


Dramatis Perſone. 


Sapa, the Scribbler, 
Tree, a os Printer. 


Tao Gentlemen, Squab's ſup 
" pos'd Friends. 


; Scholars, perſonating Muſes. 


ITTTY 
BanTER, 


Trip 1 Two Bailiffs.. 


The SCENE, Dubliz. The Time not 
exceeding Six Hours, 


W 


SCRIBBL ER. &r. 


ACT L 
SCENE, a Garret: 


di ed penſrve Pe Sam⸗ 
T "Fen In, and Por yn A. 


ELL, bas 1 am)—ihe goth ale- 
tunate Man of parts lving— 
B's if 1 tay at home, for want | 

dif 1 at home, for want 
of the neceſſary 122 -& ever | 
man ſo re 
fortune? N 
and yet have got no farther into her good graces 
6 
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day—this muſt not be—(getting up) the ſhort and 
the long is, I can bear this Penury no , (walks 


| about) I am hated by a number of Block- heads in 


this city, on the ſcore of my writings, and yet in 
my opinion, I think I write well !—exceſſively well 
do I write, and yet theſe i dunces, can 
never be brought rightly to think ſo. Well, I muſt 
twine and twiſt fore way, for to hold out longer in 
this penurious State is ſcare poſſible. Let me ſee, 
what's beſt to be done: : 


Laan yy 


Ha! a Knock, W NT 
my damn'd Dunns, or their more damn*d Bailiffs, 
come to look for me.—Tis a hard caſe, that a 
man's cont ſhould be diſturb'd by fuch 


raſa, 1d I can by my lodging 
procure a quiet receſs to 2 
* for though this is tenth I have had with- 


three weeks, theſe blood-hounds till 
— 120 


5 ( Knocks again. 

Ha! again at it.—Nay, then it ſeems they are re- 
folv'd not to go without their errand !—I muſt have 
that door block'd up—it ſerves for no purpoſe, but 
as a mark for my Creditors to know how to come at 
me, —and yet I may be miſtaken,—this 
to be a preſent, ſent to me by ſome Per- 
other, 9 1 
et for not I go ſee.——1 ven- 
— \ to peep at leaſt,—for it wou'd be the height 
of wakes in me, to foregoe fuch an advantage, 
— bc 


( 4s he is going to peep, Type cries 
from flog 18 
Type. 
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The SCRIBBLER: 9 
Type. Tis I Mr. Sguab, don't be afraid, tis I, 
Type your Printer. 
Sguab. Ha! I think I ſhou'd know that Voice !— 
"tis Type's by my life. Then may I fay with 
Macbeth in his own Tragedy.—My fears are gone, 
and Pm myſelf again. (unlocks the door.) Come in 
Type. dies 


Enter Ty E. 


hall be fare to bald it : 


ſhall be perpetually 
and him they ſhall 2 
— o bl o ! | 
yr 'Tis e as you rightly ob- 
| ferve,—I have heard the ſame complaint made by 
og Ag php pn plots Dy eo 
me, in my opinion ones. But 
ſir, . 
- ** 
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10 The SCRIBBLER. 
weekly paper.— Pray heaven, there may be ſome 


comfort in them.—I am grown as lean as my on 
with diſappointments, and vexation ; and if 
things don't ſhortly mend, I muſt, as a cure to all 


my afflictions, either hang, or drown myſelf. 


—_ Nay, faith, Type, not to deceive ourſelves 
| embling matters, both our fortunes ſeem to 

look with the ſame viſage, aſquint at each other, bur 
as we ſuffer in a good cauſe, that ought to make our 


misfortunes the more bearable.—But let me ſee. 


| What's here? (opens one of the letters, entrand.) 
=. N Squab, 


mercy on me !—a letter with a piece of rope in 
it !—with this Motto. 


Pro Meritis ſuis Premium digniſſimum. 1 


This is the ſorry 
ty fanatical rogue, that wou'd fain hang me if he 
THE I'll let him fee, I have qr — 
to continue the enemy of chat party, nc 


« you continue the ſame for the im 
i er,—Philalethes, —and underdated, 


_ ſame Fellow my 


they were 
them : but 


«© amuſement, that tis our unanimous 


3 
H 


46 mankind, —1, am Sir, your Friend, 


1 
; 
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no Regard for Letters, they think tis Honour 
enough you ſhou'd be engag'd in their Behalf, and 
my Opinion is, you do but loſe time, for more 
Money might be made, had you taken the other 
ſide of the Queſtion. 8 
Sguab. Why you know Type, that has deen my 
Intention this good while paſt, cou'd 7 out draw this 
ite into 1 Alliance with me. 
Both our Pens join'd toger r, wou'd give a Luſtre 
to the Cauſe, and im At Terror on the Minds of 
theſe 
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Varlets.— But what ſaid he to 
of Accommodation? 


ſir—think not of him—this Fel- 
iery, and than the 


. gy + - and faid 
of you, as is not for my Safety to 


„ what did he fay? he cou'd not 
of me, than I am us'd to hear 
— Come, tell me what he ſaid. 
Type. Why then, he ſaid ;——— but Hang him 
Wretch! What ſignifies what he faid—don't we 
know he is a flandering Fellow, that has all his 
Hopes of Preferment founded on his Railing at his 
Betters therefore what Matter what he faid? 
Les, Sir, but 1 have a Curioſity to know, 


„ what he *r 
it to me immediatel , 
Type. Why then, (fince you z muſt know, ) he ſaid, -- 
though by the Way, 2 * here to tell it 
you himſelf, for I know the recital of it through 
me, cannot but mad you extremely. 
Was ever heard fuch Impertinence !—— 
Zounds ! and Blood, ye Dog ! tell it to me inſtant- | 
ly, or Damn' ye can't you believe one when 
they tell it to you? am as calm as a Philoſo- 
Type. Why then, he faid, (which to be ſure is « 
damn d lie,) that you were a Pick - pocket. = 


Squob, Vagrant ! 
Type. 10, Sir. and wonder'd of all Things 
how you cou'd lace the Impudence to ſeek his Ac- 
aintance. 

Sgnab. Hell, and the Devil. he had not the 


Tipe 


Aſſura.ce to lay this, 


he ſtorm'd and 


lings the Dozen, to uſe me thus! 
Farthing, I'd cut the Gullet of you. 
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Indeed he had,——the ugly, rancorous, 


_ - Type 


ſpiteful, Slim-gutted Skeleton, had the Aſſurance 


to ſay all this: 


And ſaid, moreover, to vex 


you, that he had ſo little Inclination to the improv- 


ing an Acquaintance this Way, that was he ne- 
ceſſitated, to make a Choice out of two Things 
equally Vile, he would prefer the Hangman as the 
— . ᷣͤᷣ v...... _ 

$quab. Zounds! and Blood, ye Dog! what An- 
ſwer is this you bring me! (throws a Book at his 
Head,) I'll murther you, you Villain! 
5 : (flies at him. 
I'll tear every Limb of you Piece - meal. I' 
teach you how you ſhall dare to bring me ſuch 


Raſcally Meſſages, a Scoundrel, that I rais'd 


from the Printing of half-Penny Ballads, to the 
Selling of Stanch Pamphlets, at two or three Shil- 
Sirrah for a 


O Lord! what's all this 
I gueſs d your Boaſted Patience, 


| T. pe. O Lord, 
Fury for? 


wou'd turn out this way? —8˙ death, what have 


I to do with Authors or their Works, that I ſhou'd 
be continually ſuffering for them thus? their Miſ- 
haps fall heavy on us Printers every way. 
W LA ei. 

Sguab. Sirrah, you might have moderated the 
Terms of your Meſſage, and not have told it in 
ſuch a Manner as if you took Pleaſure in it. . 
Type. I take Pleaſure in your Diſgrace! that 


pretty enough indeed! as if my own was not in- 


cluded in it !——if the hearing of but a Part of his 
Anſwer could have irritated you ſo; what wou'd 
it have done, had you heard of the whole of it? 

Sguab. Why ! did he ſay any more ? 
pe. Nay, that's an Anſwer to be reſerv'd ll 
you are more in Temper,.— do you think ll 
1 venture 
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venture the * of my Bones, by repeating 


his Scurrility ? 
S $quab. Come my Paſſion * now ſpent itſelf, 
and I can hear the reſt with Compoſure,—teli 
it me. 

 Tpe. Why then,—he ſaid, he was not your 


Squab. I fre no thaw i Gm. 3 
JVyjpe. That is, that he did not think you of Con- 
ſequence enough to him, to be eſteem'd ſo; and 
as a Proof how little he reſented your Railing at 
him, offer'd me a Subſcription. 

$quab, And why did not you take it ? 
Type. O !——take it !——the Devils in that 
haſte. that wou'd be worſe than Begging indeed 
wou'd you take a Gratuity from a Man who pro- 
fels d he deſpis d you? 80 
Squab. Yes, to chuſe,—I wou'd take it, if it 
was only to puniſh him for his Preſumption, and 
laughat him after, ——for if he be ſuch a Block- 
head as not to know the Worth of Money, I have 
more Wit.--—Well, plague on it,—this is a damn*d 
Paſs I am brought to, when I can neither make 
Friends, nor Enemies. I ſhall ſoon be in 
the Condition of the French King, who by deceiv- 
ing his Old Allies, and not being able to make new 
ones, is forc'd to be at Variance with all the 
World. —— But Hiſt !——T eet 


now on the Landing Place, whiſpering Ha 
Cloſe now is the Word. ——Type, come this way 
with me a Bit,—P've a Word to ſay with you in 
Fon Comer, | 
Type. Why, why, ſhou'd you carry me into a 
Comer, 
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Corner to whiſper, when there are none here 


but ourſelves ? 


Sguab. O, for Heaven's ſake, Peace, and diſ- 
yourſelf to liſten ;——do you hear any Noiſe 


at the Door ? 


Type. I think I do ,—ſomething like playing about 
the Latch.—Do you expect Company? 


Sguab. None, that I know of. Sure the 


Rogues wou't have the Impudence to think of 


breaking in,—I can't help dreading them damna- 
bly, —O Type, Type! what a Miſery tis to have 
a Will to pay one's Debts, and not the Cir- 
cumſtance. Hark! do you hear any thing far- 
mer? 

Type. Yes, —who ever they are, they have now 
left the Latch, andare tryingif the Lock be firm. — 


do you think they are Bailiffs? 


ab. Heaven forbid. ——no, no, Type, they 
can t be Bailiffs, becauſe I owe nothing, but Ha !— 
is not that a Voice you hear ? 

Type. It is indeed, —and now it grows louder. 

1 Baz. (from wi haut.) I tell you Brother Grip, 

tis to no Purpoſe for us, to ſtand laying Plots 
here, this Fellow has ſo many Arts to evade them. 
Our ſhorteſt way will be to proceed to down-right 
Violence, and break open the Dear, 
Squab. O, the Devil! 
2 Bai. Aye, Aye, we have warrant for i it, his 
laſt Eſcape was little better than a Reſcue.—So down 
with it, —down with it immediately. 

Squab, Then am I ruin'd and undone, —no 
Cheſt or Cup-board to hide in, but all open and le- 
vel to their Search as a Bowling- Green. Dear Type, 


de · friend me for once and go Bail. 


Type. Faith, Sir, if they'll be contented with it, 
they Natl have it, with all my Heart : But .ny late 
TEES bs Fong ts: yur me 6 0 
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the Back · ſide of Credit, that I am afraid my Word 
wou'd not be taken for a Shilling, through the 
whole City. . 
Squab. Nay, if that be the Caſe, I muſt have 
Recourſe to other Remedies. I'll throw myſelf 
down on this Mattraſs, and feign as if I was mad. 
In the mean time do you humour the Project. 
(Throws Kaye down, 
this Door 


Ii. (From without.) What ! wont 

down yet ? 5 5 . 

2 Bai. Another Puſh and you have it, — there it 

ZSoes. ( Tbey break in. 
Enter Bailiffs. 


1 Bai. Aye, here he is. 
2 Bai. Now we have him. - HE 
1 Bai. We'll take care how he ſcapes our 

Clutches this time. „ 

2 Bai. No walking behind, or before him, to 
ſave h's Credit, while he in Return to our Civility 
ſlips into ſome Entry. 

1 Bai. No, no,—Hold faſt is the Word now, 
though all the World ſhou'd be Witneſſes of the 
Caption. But why the Devil does he lie on his 
Bed ſo, in that ſtrange Poſture ? 

Typ. Ah! dear Gentlemen, you ſee here the 
Ruins of all human Greatneſs, —the Man who 
ave Morals to all the World, and was equally the 
nfir.Rer of the Wiſe and Ignorant, wants now 
himſelf a Particle of that Divine Reaſon, he ſo co- 
piouſly dealt to others. —— Alas ! How is the 

ſee lying there, incapable of Speech, might have 
ſpoken to an Emperor. 

1 Pai. Hoy, hoy ! —— What the Devil's all 
this for——<does the Fellow think to eſcape our 
Clutches by a Quirk this Time? 3 
2 Bai. Jack, don't be deceiy'd by * 


% WWW. 


know him and his Tricks of old. drag him 
along by the Heels, if he refuſes to come with us 
ably. ; 
1 Bai. Aye, aye, —-never fear me for my Duty 
— if he eſcapes us this Time, I'll give him leave to 
make a Juſtice of Peace of me.— Come, Sir. 
. A he is going to drag him, Type interpoſes. 
Bp. Hold, Sir, ——ho'd, What are you 
more mad than the Man you lay Hands on ? 
Don't you know an accidental Bite of his in the 


Condition he now is, wou'd be fatal —— ſee ! he 


ſnaps his Teeth already, and grins as if he had a 
Mind to be at you for Heav'ns ſake ſtand 
farther off, and come not near him, as you tender 
your Safety. 
1 Bai. The Devil's in the Fellow, I believe, 
(Harting back.) What's the Matter with him? 


— is he mad? | 
Vyp. Lord! How can you aſk that „ and 
ſee him foam at the Mouth ſo ? —— No chain'd 


Bedlamite ever had ſo ſevere a Fit on't. I am 
only a Neighbour, as you may be, that was brought 
hither by his exceſſive Roaring, — Theſe two 


Hours has he been mimicking the Cries of ſ. veral 


Beaſts ; one while he barks like a Dog; then he 
mews like a Cat, and ſpits as if he had a Mind to 
fly at one; another Time he is a Pig, and ſqueeks 
as if Boys were whipping him, then he grunts like 
a Boar, that had got a Buſhel of Acorns in his 
Belly; and other Times if you were not to fee 


him, you'd think it was an Ape a chattering. 


Squab, Bouwgh! 
Type. Hark ! Now he begins. 3 
Squab. Bouwgh | Wough ! Wough ! Wough! 


Wough ! 1 
Type. Now does he fancy himſelf a Dog. 


Sguab. Meauw! Meauw ! Meauw ! Meauw ! 
Meau ! B 3 Type, 
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D pe. And now a Cat. 

Sguab. Phit! Phic! Phit! Phit! 
3Þe. Now he Spits, For Heay*ns ſake, 

Gentlemen, ftand farther off, leaſt he fly at you. 

1 Bai. (retiring) The Devil Phit him ſay I= 
J wiſh he was a Cat in right Earneſt, that we 
might have the worrying of him. 

Squab. Week! Week! Week! Week! 

Tipe. Now has the Pigs Treble got into his 

roat. 

Sguab. Grawunh ! Grawunh ! Grunhw ! 
Graughu! 

Tjpe. And now the Boars—— Good Lord, what 
a Misfortune tis to be depriv'd of one Senſes? 

1 Bai. Tom, do you believe this Fellow's mad 
in Earneft, or does he only ſeign himfelf fo, in or- 
der to trick us. 

2 Bai. Faith I don't know, but if he feigns I 
think he does it very well. —Hark l he is at it again. 

Squab. Chich cha ! chich cha! chich cha chich ! 
chick! chich ! chich ! chich! 
| Type. Now is he an Ape, that fancies himſelf in a 
Tree craunching of Walnuts. Dear Gentlemen, 
ſep one of you for a Cord and help me to tye him, 
that we may carry him to a Madhouſe : For he 
222 for a Bedlam, than any other Manſion I af- 

ou. 

1 Bai. The Devil carry him to a Bedlam for 
In have nothing to ſay to him, —— We 
* here upon another Account, and have nothing 
to do with Madhouſes. | 
2 Bai. No, we are Bailiffs, who act according 
to his Majeſty's Committon, no Keepers of Mad- 
men or Lunaticks. 

Type. Lack-a-day, Gentlemen, I beg your Par- 
don, I was miſtaken in you. Then here muſt I 
ſtay by myſelf, till ſome other come to aſſiſt me.— 

O my poor mad Friend ! 1 Bai, 


but loſe our Time in hunting ſuch a Scoundrel. 
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1 Bai. Is nt this a damn'd Thing Tom, that we 


never attempt to take this Fellow, but ſome curs'd 


Accident or other happens to diſappoint us, I cou'd 


almoſt cry with the Vexation on't, what's to be 


done? 


2 Bai. Marry I can't tell, unleſs we make good 

our Caption on his Effects, which I think we may 
ſafely do without incurring the Guilt of Robbery, 
ſince tis not ſafe to touch himſelf ; beſides the 


Law ſays that Madmen can have no Property. 
1 Bai. Then let's about it 1 vou 

o' that Side of the Room, as I will on this, and 

let us glean up all we can get between us. 

” mn. ( They fall a ſearching. 
Type. (Low to Squab.) Now is your Time to 


terrify them from robbing you. Set up the Squall 


of all the Beaſts together, and let it be as loud as 
your lungs can Carry it. „ 
(Here he falls a Squalling in the ſeveral 
Tones together, and continues the Noiſe 
all the While they are ſearching. 
Sguab. Bouwgh ! Wough ! Wough !——Phit ! 
Phit !\—— Meauw ! Meauw ! Meauw !—--Week |! 
Week !——Phit ! Phit ! Week! Week 
Grow! Grow !——Chich cha! Chich cha. 
Phit. Bowgh Wou ! Wou!——Grunht! Grunht! 
raw! Grow! Bow !—--Meauw ! _ —<Phit! 
— Grow ! Grow ! Grew! 
1 Bai. Grow | Grow |! Grow! — What a 
damn'd Squalling he keeps !S—He need not be 
afraid that we will ſtrip him of any Thing, for 


there is not as much Goods here as would pay the 


Fee of a ſingle Action. This Fellow may well 
live in Defiance of all Juſtice, for there is no part 


of him on which ſhe can poſſibly faſten. 


2 Bai. Let's leave him and be damn'd ; we do 
1 Bai. 
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1 Bai. I'll have one Kick at him, before 1 
rs 1 So will I, 'tis the leaſt we can have for 
our Trouble, Beſides a good Baſting may chance 
to bring him to his Senſes. Se Is 

( Here they fall a kicking and treading 
| on him, I ype interpoſes, 
Bye. O dear Gentlemen, what Kind of Beha- 
viour is this |!——Is this Treatment for a Man in 
his Condition. Does the Law you live by au- 
thorize this Brutality !—— Why you'll murther 
the Man before he comes to his Senſes O, for 
Heaven's ſake, Gentlemen! Where is your Cha- 
rity ? 

: > Bai. Zounds! What do you talk to us of 
Charity for ? Have we not loſt our Fee ?——Fall 
on again, Tom. | 1 

2 Bai. With all my Heart. . 
| . (A. they are going to kick him again, 

3 bie pretends to giue up the G. 

Type. Aye, there it is now.—— I told you what 
it wou'd come to at laſt.—— You have done his 

Buſineſs for him. Fortune much kinder to him, 

than your hard Hearts, has put him beyond the 
feeling of your unmerciful Stripes —O, my poor 
dead Friend !—Look up, if you have ſo much Life 
left in you, and forgive thoſe cruel Promoters of 
your Deſtiny.—— Alas, tis talking to a Stone. 
for his Eyes ſeem fix'd in Death, and his Viſage has 

Joſt its uſual Complexion. Oh! Oh! Oh 

x 5 ( Afects to Il cep. 
1 Bai. Nay, Begad, Tom, if this be ſo, tis no 

Jeſting Matter; For vile as he is, the Law 
may call us to an Account for his Death; there- 
fore let us provide for our Safety as well as we 


Can. 
(They run off, 
8 quad, 
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Sguab. An. up.) By the L——9, an excel- 
- lent Humbugg ! The Fellows are run off 
e with a Notion that they have murther'd me. 
£ Dear Tye, let me embrace you, for the Share 
you had in this. Never was a Plot finer 
£ carry d. 
„ Tipe. Ah, dear Sir ! Are you yet alive ? 1 was 
4 aſraid them Villains with their unmerciful Kicks had 
'$ murther'd you. 
bs Squad. © ut tut, not at oll,——not — 
5 Tus the cheapeſt Come-off I ever had in my 
4 Life. Now may I venture abroad to look for 
| Subſcriptions, for theſe Fellows are either made 
f off, or if they meet me, will be afraid to touch with 
n me. Do you follow Cloſe, and be * to par- 
take of my good Fortune. * 
xit, 
:  Thpe. Well, go your Ways, hr cane of d6 als 
r ing Wits of your Time; a more ingenious 
R ellow does not exiſt, only a little too much in- 
* clining to Paſſion; but tis the Fault of all Great 
4 Men, eſpecial] when their Reputation are a little 
C | touch'd on. is a Pity but his Works ſold bet- 
3 ter, for none more generous when he has it. I 
fo muſt follow him cloſe at his Heels, and ſee what 
of Succeſs he meets. For 1 have fo connected m 
a | Intereſt with his, that to the Meaſure he ſucceeds 
""Y or fails, we riſe or fall together. [ Exit. 
Po 
0 
w 
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DELL EEE EE EEE EICDETELESS, 
ACT l. 


SCEN E, the Street. 


Enter Su and BANTER mecting, 


Suter. 


M* Banter, you are well met. 
Ban. O, Mr. Sneer, I am your Humble 
Servant. I was longing to ſpeak with you. 
When ſaw you Squab 
Sneer. I was juſt going to afk you the ſame 
Queſftion.—— Mirth has flag'd curſedly with me 
a while paſt.— I have not ſeen him theſe five 
we 
Ban. Nor I either. did not think his Ab- 
ſence cou'd create in me ſuch a Melancholy ; I 
have not had one hearty Meal of Laughter ſince I 
faw him. Even the more ſolemn Fools of the 
Coffee-houſe, are grown inſipid to me ſince he left 
it, and I ſee nothing, even to be ſmil'd at, in his 
Abſence. 
Sn. Nay, his Seceſſion is a publick Loſs, in- 
deed, to all who love Humour. But can nobody 
tell what's become of him? 
Ban. I have ſent certain Spies to look after him, 
and find he is mew'd up in his Citadel for 1 


F 88838 8 


” 
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Debt. had promis d certain Wags of the College 


to decoy him thither, under a Pretence of gettin 
him a Miſtreſs; they have devisꝰd a kind of a moc 


Interlude, made up of Sham Muſes, in order to 


torment and vex him ; and this they do partly to 
gratify their own frolickſome Diſpoſition, and 


partly through Reſentment. 


Sne. What Reſentment can they have to him? 


he never had any Interference with them or their 


Learning either, that I cou'd hear of. 
Ban. He has abus'd the Heads of them in his 


late Scribbles, or at leaſt attempted to do it, which 


you know with them is much the ſame Thing ; 


this with ſome Letters he charges them of having 


written him, is the Ground of their Quarrel.—— 


Beſides they think tis a Duty they owe Science, to 


bring to Shame, ſo impudent a Prophaner of it. 
Sne. All reaſonable Men muſt allow that, | 


but how will the Scholars come at him ?——He'll 
de remov'd to ſome Goal from the Garriſon he 


now holds, and all their Preparation will be but 
Ban. Aye, there's the Miſery on't, and tis 


the Thought of that makes me melancholy—— 


We might have propos'd to ourſelves a hearty Meal 


of Laughter out of this Project, was his Perſon 


but compaſſible,——but now we muſt only feaſt 
our Fancies with the ftarv'd Imagination of the 
Jeſt, inſtead of the Reality. -I wiſh I knew 


how much the Sum was he ow'd, I'd try if I 


cou'd not raiſe a Subſcription to pay the Debt. 
Sne. I myſelf wou'd contribute a good Share, 


and think it uſefully laid out; for ſince I knew 


9 Jeſting is grown as requiſite to me as 


Ban. 
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caſion, who all ſent to me this Morning. 
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Bar. Aye, and to me too, —— the Love of it 
has ſtole on me like an II- Cuſtom, and I can no 


more forſake it than I can my Snuff, of 
Sne. Plague rot it. —I wiſh we had never known 


him, or have enjoy'd him longer. 


Ban. Nay, he has render'd all other Amuſements 


to us poor, that's certain; but ha ! Bleſs my 


Eye - ſight! Is not that he I ſee yonder, at the End 
of the Street? F 
Sne. No ſure. it cannot be that Fortune hass 
ſo much Good in ſtore for us, —and yet by my * 4 
it 


Hopes of Merriment, I think it is. — 0, it is, 


is, the very identical man! Lis he. {7 


Ban. O, unlook'd for Happineſs ! 
Sne. Bleſſing beyond ExpeRtion ! 
Ban. I gueſs'd ſomething extraordinary would 


happen. for I found in myſelf a Diſpoſition to 
laugh this Morning, getting out of my Bed, and 


I knew not why. You ſhall foregoe any Deſign 


you may have in paſſing particular Jokes on him, 
and join with me in the advancing of mine, which 
relates to the College. 


Sne. With all my Heart, tis a Prgje& big with 
the bigheſt Humour,—O, here he comes, I 


Enter Sau AB. 


Sguab. Gentlemen, your Servant I have 
been looking for you through all the Coffee-houſes. 
| A Work that is now in the Prefs, and is 


| ſhortly to iſſue forth, claims your Subſcriptions.— 
Be quick, then, dear Gentlemen, and give them 
to me; for I am in the preateſt Hurry, having 


abore fifty Perſons of Quality to viſit, on the Oc- 


Sne. 
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Sne. How! Squab | E 1 
Ban. Ha! Our old dear Friend of Parnaſſus ! 


S —Confuſion wrap me, but J am as glad as 
Lightning to ſee you. 
has Gepriv'd us of your facetious Company this five 


Prithee what Accident 


Days? e 

Squab. A flight Cold confin'd me to my Cham- 
ber, but as to the Subſcription. — 

Ban. Well Faith, we'll ſacrifice to the Goddeſs 
of Health, a full Bowl of the richeſt Arrack, for 
this your Recovery, and laugh over it till we fright 


all Diſeaſes into a Conſumption. —— But does he 


not look ſuperlatively brilliant upon it ? 
Sne. He does indeed! fle might have lain 

by for a Complexion, and not have had a fairer 

| $quahb. O dear Gentlemen, this is talking wide 


o' the Purpoſe, the Subſcription I was telling 


you of is almoſt full, and if you are not ſpeedy, 
you will loſe the Opportunity of doing yourſelves 
that Service. 

Ban. Well, this Recovery of his wont be un- 
pleaſing to Somebody. He himſelf is not the 


only Perſon will get Benefit by it. 


ne. Yes, ſomebody that ſhall be Nameleſs, goes 


his Halves in this Bleffing, It had been a woeful 


Day to her had it happen'd otherwiſe. 
Squab: Pox on it! What the Deuce has 


poſſe ſs d them, that I can't get them to hearken to 
me 
Work as much excells my former. 


tell you, Gentlemen, tis no Flam, tl is 


Ban. Mr. Sneer, did you ever ſurvey the make 
of his Body well? I have ſeen Models in Wax 


Work that have not had half the Neatnefs and 
Symmetry, 


E Sue. 
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Sne. That I believe, —unleſs they were form'd 
from bimſelf and that by ſome exquiſite Hand; all 
other Copies muſt fall ſhort of this Original. 
| $quab. O, fye, fye,——This is the ſtrangeſt In- 
attention Why then to make ſhort Work of 
it, the Price is two Shillings at Subſeribing, and 
the reſt at the Delivery of the Book, bound in 
_ Calves Skin. 
Ban. Aye, catch us at that, and you ſhall bind 
us ſo indeed! (Aſide. )——But will you take a 
nearer Survey, Mr. Sneer ?!—— You'll find the 
exactneſs of the Parts to bear the ſtricteſt Exa- 


(They go reund him. 


Sguab. Hey-day ! What the Devil's the Matter 
- that they ſurvey me thus: Do they thick I'm 
to be Sold ? 3 
Ban. You ſee now, Sir, what Reaſon, the La- 
dies have to be enamour'd of him. Did you 
ever ſee any Thing more perfect: . 
Sne. Nothing ſince the Death of Adonis, cou'd 
be a Match for it. I muſt confeſs, was Il a Wo- 
man myſelf, I cou'd not help being captivated. 
| Squab, Well, I proteſt this is the ſtrangeſt Thing 
—— pray Gentlemen, for Heaven's ſake, will 
ou tell me why you at me thus? , 
© Go your — your Ways 
Vou're ſly enough, as if you did not know your- 
felf what we were about but ſure this is not 
the firſt Time you were told you was handſome. 
Squab. Plhaw ! handſome A pox on Hand- 
ſomeneſs ! —— What Good is it in a Man to be 
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Handſome ?——Wit is all, —had you prais 'd me 
for that, indeed 


Ban. O, Sir, Your Servant for that——this 
is refuting your old Maxim, that Wit and Beauty 

oin'd in the ſame Perſon, mike up the greateſt 
3 of the Creation. 

Squab, I grant you where they unite, it does, 
but far be it from me to think myſelf that perſect 
Creature, though was I diſpos'd to brag, as much 
may be ſaid I think in my Behalf of my Per- 
ſon as moſt Men's ; look upon this Leg, 
Gentlemen. 
Ban. Now he's in ws it ; let us egg him on- 
ward. ( Aſide to Sneer, J—— Wee ſee it plainly. 

Squab. Can Tom SHERIDAN ſhew ſuch a 
or-e ? 

Ba. No, not for his Playhouſe,—and then 
the Foot that's to it. | 

Spuab. That has been taken Notice of before 
now, I affure 
Hane. To be fure it has —— as well as the Arch 
of your Eye - brows. 5 
are ſome Hairs in them want to 
de twee d. Tou take me at a great Diſad- 

vantage, Gentlemen ; for I have not trim's my- 
felf theſe five Days. 

Ban. N the better, Ot 
— inartificial, — did you ever ſee Features ſo 
regular. 

8 4 Ves, his flat Noſe Ty? hollow Eyes 
ſemble a Tartar's. —Heay'ns ! What a Poliſher 
of Deformities Conceit i is. 

( Hide. 


7 a. Ban. 


O "tis the moſt precious Gull. 
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| Ban. That I had my Durer's Rule here to meaſure 
them. 


Squab. Their Proportions have been meaſur'd al- 


_ but it would be Vanity in me, to ſay how 
"they _ 
"i And then the Shape of his Body. 

Ban. Aye, indeed, there you ſay ſomething. —- 


Stand upright a bit, Mr. Sguab, till we ſurvey it 


thoroughly, ——Therc's a Shape for you! 
Squab, Tis not owing to my Taylor, I Aſſure 
you Gentlemen, for the Rogue made theſe Cloaths | 


(8 moaths down his Sides, 


tomew hat Clumſily. 


Sn. O Heavens! that a Creature who has no 
more Shape than a Turnip, ſhou'd fwallow Praiſe 
—＋ 


Ban. Now put your Arms A-kimbo, and walk 
ſome Steps onward, that we may judge of your 


Motion. —-a little farther, —-ſtill onward, —-now 


ſtand ſtill a Minute, till we ſurvey you at this dif- 


| tance, Did you ever in your Life, ſee ſuch Hu- 


mour ? ? 


[ Afide to Sneer, 


dy. Never till now had I a right Idea of it. 
I wiſh I knew 
where I cou'd get a Wife of his Temper, that we 


might have a Breed of them. 


Ban. "The Wags of future Generations wou'd be 
oblig*d to you. This on a Stage wou'd ſeem pre- 
poſtrous, and yet you fee, tis not more than Na- 
ture is capable of bearing.— Enough, Mr. Squab,— 
you 
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you have done enough, and may now come for- 
Sg. Well, Gentlemen, but that I know you are 


both my ſincere Friends, and wou'd ſcom to jeſt 
on me; I ſhould think all this was only done to 


jeer me ; but as I know I am, what I am, I have 
the leſs Cauſe for fu you. 
Ban. Nay, Faith, the good Opinion you are 
bound to have of your own Perfections, as know- 
ing them, will always keep you from running into 
that Miſtake.——But, I have one Queſtion to aſk, 
and hope you'll be very candid in the anſwering 
it. That is, did you ever find in your ſelf, either 
before, long ſince, or at preſent, a kind of an Hur- 
ly- Burley, or rather Motion of the Animal Spi- 
rits, inclining to, or ſtirring up as it were, a De- 
ſire to ſomething that was irreſiſtable, or a Sigh- 
ing when you could not help it, —-or, a—-Plague 
EL 3 CO FORTIS Ry $6 YE 
m | 
87. Fh !—— What wou' d you fay ? 
Su. Was you ever amorouſly nein d, I believe 
Mr. Banter means. 
Ban. Aye, that, that, that. | 
Sg. O Gad,—no Man more fo.» — When 1 
was at Paris about three Years ago, I was the 
greateſt Car pen among the Ladies; the Truth of it 
is, my Wit recommended me to them fuſt, and 
my Perſon won u them afterwards, 1 lead a 
kind of a toilſome pleaſant Life among them, diſ- 
penſing Favours to ſome, and Promiſes to others; 
dll ſuch Time as the Male part of the Nobility be- 
| xs Fae puns Ang me, partly for my 
Succeſs m Amours, and partly my other good Qua- 
lfications, I was forc'd for my own ſafety to fly. 
+ the 
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the City, and ever ſince my coming hither have lead 
a kind of a Recluſe Life, contenting myſelf with 
the Love of ſome Ten or a Dozen She's that I viſit 
by Turns, and keep in private, and this becauſe I 
wou'd not draw on me the Peoples Envy. 

Sn. A very moderate Reſolution indeed; and 
highly convenient to the Intereſts of many of the 
ſolt tender-hearted part of the Sex, who muſt 
otherwiſe have fall'n Victims to their headlong Paſ- 
ſions; for many's the kind yielding Fair, I pre- 

fume, you caus d in your time to do fo. ns 
Y Faith, I believe Gentlemen, if you acquit 
me of the Mifchief I have done, for what I might 
do, and have avoided, you wou'd have a cheap . 
Ballance of it. But why ſo inquiſitive upon 
| theſe Matters, Gentlemen? Is there any 
Game in the Wind ?—1 would be very glad 
there was any rich Widow, or young Heireſs you 
cou'd recommend me to? For I a long Time have 
had a Thought in my Head, to take up from this 
looſe Way of Life, and marry. OT RE 
Ban. He has hit the Thing; Come this 
Way a little, I would ſay a Word with you in pti- 
vate, | 5 | 

Sne. O, you are going to tell him all about this 
Lady now, and we ſhall have her Name expos'd, 
before one's fure he ll have her. 

Ban. Why have not I it, in Commiſſion to 
tell him? 
|  Sne. Yes, but tis proper you go a ſafe Way 
about it, and not let him know her. Affections, 
till his are ſettled, leaſt like the reſt he has ruin'd, 

he be tempted to abuſe and leave her. : 
Ban. You are miſtaken, Sir, the Regard Mr, 
Sguah has to his own Honour, and Friends Recom- 


mendation, wlll keep him from being . guilty 
| ſuch a Baſeneſs ; beſides the Lady in Diſpute here 
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of 
does not want him for a Gallant but a Huſband, 


and ſhe has Fortune enough to make his Love 


durable. 2 
Sne. Do your Pleaſure, —— but I think 


| *twere better this Secret was deferr'd ſomething 
Squab. What's the Matter here! 


Gentlemen, do you think I am a Beaſt — 


 'Wretch without either Honour, Conſcience, or 
Reaſon, that I ſhou'd make a Maſſacre of all Fe- 


male Virtue thus ? I reverence the Sex, and think 
none but a Villain wou'd lay Snares for their 
Chaſtity. „ 
Sne. Why, did not you ſay juſt now, you had 
ruin'd many? 
Sgquab. Paw They were all Lies I was telling 
meer Bragadocia Work, to appear gallant. 
I wonder, Mr. Sneer, that you who know 
the Faſhion of the Times, wou'd talk thus. 
For Heaven's Sake, Mr. Banter, tell me this Se- 
cret, for I find 'tis to your Friendſhip I am to be 

moſt beholden, TT 
[ Aſede to him. 


Ban. Retire this Way a little then, I find 
this Sncer is not much for the Match, but 
muſt know a Lady of Eight Hundred a Year, is 
fall'n in Love with you. 
2 With me !l——'tis impoſſible. | 
an. How ! Impoſſible that you ſhou'd be lik'd ! 

Il thought you had a better Opinon of yourſelf 
than that came to. 


Squad, 


«as 


tion for you imaginable, and this freſh Proof of 
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| Squat, O, I don't mean that. But for the un- 
likelineſs of the Thing, ——ſuch Affections being 


ſo rare to be met with. | 
Ban. I grant you had it been your Perſon only 
ſhe was in Love with, the Thing had been pre- 


carious ; but what ſhe principally admires in you, 
is your Parts. 1 
Squab. O——— there may be ſome Reaſon in 


Ban. And commiſſion'd me to ſpeak to you on 
this Head, in conjunction with Sneer, who is one 
of her Guardians; but he is ſomething ſhy of the 
Matter, for to tell you the Truth, I believe he has 


a Mind to her himſelf. | m_ 
Squab. Why, look ye, Mr. Banter, may 1 
peridh Piecemeal, if I have not the greateſt Aﬀec- 


your Friendſhip, is a convincing Reaſon to me how 
much I ought to regard it. 


ht of the Lady himſelf. If it be (as it is 


likely) her Fortune only he is in Love with, Iam 
contented to halve it with him, or give him a 


gni 


part with a Farthing ;—— the Lady loves you, 
and you ſhall hare her in Spight of him. 
Squeb. But are you ſure the Eſtate is quite eight 


hundred ? 


Ban. Why you know if it is not altogether ſo 
much, tis enough to make a Man of you. ; 
And as to your giving this Szeer, Half, or a Snip, 
as you call it, you may promiſe him ſuch a Thing, 
indeed, but chowſe him out of it afterward. 


But with Reſpet 
to Mr. Sneer here, who as you ſay may have a 


ip. 
Ba. Tut! Think not of it— you ſhan't 


. 


e | ty 2 (> Q ow 


baulk his Expectations. 
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now? 


Sguab. O dear, dear, Mr. Banter /— — ] am 
even more than eternally obliged to you. - 
| | - ( Embraces him, 


$ne. So | You think you have made your Bar- 


gain now, and are ſhaking Hands on't.— But 
_ unleſs my Conditions are comply'd with, you may 
find this Buſineſs is not ſo forward, as you may 
imagine. | | | 


Ban. Dear Mr. Sncer, don't be throwing Bars in 


the Way, ſeeing every Thing has gone on ſo 


proſperoully. Mr. Squab, as a Gentleman, 
and Man of Reaſon, is willing to conſent to every 
Thing you can in Reaſen expect from him. | 

Sne. Firſt then, I condition, that he bears with 


her Temper, and ſuffers patiently whatever ſhe 


pleaſes to impoſe on him, let her Conduct appear 


to him ever ſo odd, or unreaſonable. 


Squab, What you pleaſe, — What you 
Ce, Secondly, that he blame not us, or think 


us the leſs his Friends; if in the Courſe of this 


Courtſhip, any Thing falls out that may unluckily 


Squab, What you pleaſe, What you 
pleaſe. O'S | . 


Sue. And laſtly, as a preventative to his expoſing 


| her Name, in Caſe he ſhou'd not like her, he 


ſhall conſent to be brought to her blindfold. _ 


pleaſe, I agree to every Thing. 


Ban, 
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Ban. Aye, t have his Eyes put out rather than 
loſe his Expeckation: Now is his Blood all of fire 
with the Hopes of this coming Fortune. ( Aide.) 
Well, Mr. Sneer, fince our Friend here is ſo ply- 
ant to all your Demands, tis fit he now ſee his 
Miſtreſs, and have an Opportunity of puſhing 
his Fortune to the ee eee 4 let us take 
him home, and aſter we have blindfolded him, 
we'll call a Coach, and carry him to the Ladies. 


[ Exeunt, 


ACT 


find it difficult to ſettle. 

3 Sch. Tis well enough 

— the more Grace, ——l think worſe of my 
A 
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7 


OOO ery 


ACT i 


SCENE, A Room in the College. 


A Number of Scholars are diſcover'd dreſſing them- 
ſelves in Women's Apparel. 


ik. Scholar. | 


TTERE, Phil. — take away this Glaſs, Comb, 
H and Powder-Box, to them who may want 
them, —T have finiſh'd my Head-dreſs, and am 
now ready to receive my Lover. 

2 Sch. So, Madam, you are drefs'd it ſeems, 
II wiſh mine was as forward. —Tom, 
help me to pin on this Gown here, for I 


The more Negli- 


nt and Petticoat, which is much too big for me. 
4 Sch. Here are the Sciſſars, trim it to your 
Size Ralph ! Did the Badgman bring the 
Mob and Pinner, I ſent him to borrow of Cicily 
Streigbtlace? 

5 Sch, 
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5 Sch. Here tis this Half Hour———lend me 


that Patch-box and Looking glaſs, till I finiſh my ſc 
4 Seb. Right———You are to play one of the fi 


Graces lere they are. ack, you do 
me an inſufferable Injury, to keep that Capuchin e 
from me, for the Gown I have on is full little, and 
my Shoulders are quite bare. Bo” 
6 Sch. There's a Bed-Gown, will do you as 8 
well, put it on. We have disfurniſh'd half Bw 
the Whores of this Quarter of the Town, to dreſs h 
out Muſes. | 0 
| 7 Sch. Tis hard the State of Learning ſhou'd be 
1 put to ſuch a Nonplus But, Reger“ How  \ 
' often muſt I call 2 you for that Pettycoat. "Twas * u 
lent me by Margery Prinkit,——and you have | 
- arbitrarily taken it from me. 
8 Sch. I ſhall want it to play the Tragick Muſe 3 
in, becauſe n b n 
you 20s Þ iis have 7 Why don't ou 
dreſs f? 
= 2 
for all m Wardrobe is but an old Riding -hood, 
and what Muſe to I can't tell. 
8 Ch. You'l ſerve to do Comedy becauſe ſhe's 


poor. 

10 Sch. Aye, and ridiculous —Will Nobody 
help me to lace my Stays here ? 

11 Seb. I'll do that Job for you, provided you 
aſſiſt me in pinning on this Kerchief. Lord! 
— n 
ma ids 1 
I Sch. Zounds, Gentlemen ! Make Haſte, and 
don't be as long a Dreſſing as Ladies are us'd to 

be b will be here before the Work of 
your Toilets is over, and all will be ruin'd. 1 
| | 4 


” =O 


upon us. 
I hear on the Stairs? 
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4 Sch. What Certainty have you of his coming 
ſo ſoon? 
1 Sch. I receiv'd a Note juſt now to that Purpoſe 
from manter. 
4 Sch. Well, I wiſh he was come now, he ſhou'd 


* find us ready for him. 


5 Sch. Sooner than will be perhaps good for him, 


he ſhall find but bad 5 ſor his 


Scribbling here. 
6 Sch. We'll Muſify him ; We'll nach 
him the Difference between having Genious, and 
only fancying he has one. f 
4 Sch. Nay, if he ſcapes us without the full 
Meaſure of his Deſerts, may all his Infamy lizht 
But Hark Are not them they 


1 Sch. ( L:oking out.) Tis they ſure enough. 

death up with your Cloaths, and fly into the 
next Room, where you may finiſh your Dreſſes, 
while I be here at Hand to receive him, 


(They buddle up their Cleats 
and run off. 


Enter SNEER and BANTER, with Sevas 


blind fall. 


Sne. Now we have brought him to the Place, we 
may take off his Bandage. 

Ban. Yes, I believe he can hardly tell where he 
is now. (They untie him.) There nuw.—You 


are welcome to the Scene of your Good Fortune. 


-[ bope hitherto you ſee we have kept our 


Words with you ? 


D Sgual 
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Sz. O Gad Gentlemen, my own Genious ſhall | 


ſooner be diſtruſted by me, than your Integrity, — 
though I think you might have truſted to my Hon- 
our in this Affair, for I ſhou'd hardly have blab'd 


any thing concerning it, where *twas ſo much my 
Intereſt to be ſilent. 


Ban. Conſider, Mr. Squab, this was Sneer”s guſ⸗ | 
picion, not mine, and how he is circumſtanc'd, I 
before told you.—— Come, (1e Sneer,) let us go 


and uſher into him the Lady. 
_ 6x. Aye, with all my Heart,— 
ent I believe "till he ſces him. 


=ſhe's impati- 


(Exeunt, Sne. and Ban, 


Squab. (loating after them.) They are out of 


| ſeeing, and Ear-ſhot I believe. Let me fee what 
fort of a Place is this 1 have got into, (Peeps 


about.) · the Furniture none of the beſt, nor over- , 
plenty ;—Humph,——the Avarice of ſome Rich 


Miſer, the narrowneſs of whoſe Heart, wou'd not fuf- 
fer him to make a ſhew equal to his income, 


and to good purpoſe did he fave, that I his unfore- 
ſeen Heir might revel in the wanton Enjoyment of 


Labour of thoſe ſhe ordains Slaves, ſhou'd be the 
Profit and Enjoyment of thoſe only who have not 
Induſtry to Work for it And what did Heaven 
create Merit for, but that it ſhou'd ſit down quietly, 


and enjoy the Fruits of what Blockheads, (like fo 


many Beaſts of Burthen made for our uſe,) Sweat 
and Toil for. Tis true, I have three Wives 
already, marry'd in three different Places, but as 


that is but little known here, it ſhall give me but 


little Qualms, for was it only lawful for a Man to 
have but one Wife, then ſhow'd I tick to my Old 
Miſtreſs 
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it. Tis even the way of Providence, that the 
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Profeſſion; 


But Hüt!— 
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Miſtreſs Fame, becauſe She was the firſt I ever was 
betroth'd to. Ah, ba! little Suab! I thought 
ſomething wou'd turn out to your Advantage one 
Day or another, ſuch ſhining Merit cou'd not 
lye long eclips'd * — the Cloud of a diſgraceful 
and ill- becoming Poverty.—-Let them laugh now 
at my I hread-· bare Coat that may, or make Youths 
at me as I go along the Sweet, becauſe the Dutineſs 
of my Linnen ſeems to indicate the Poverty of my 


I will now have ſuch ſumptuous Ap- 
parrel, as ſhall do a Credit to the Trade, and as to 


the other Comforts of Lite, ſuch as Eating, Drinl: - 


ing, Lying, Whoring, Oc. they ſhall be as rich 
and elegant as a Poetical Fancy can dev iſe diem. 
Here comes my Nutreſz. 


Enter firft ScHoLaR, kd. in by StE=zR, and 


BAN TER. 


Ban. Great, and illuſtrious Lady, happy in that 
you are Miſtreſs of a large and independent For- 
tune, but much happicr in the Prudent Choice you 
have made of a Huſband. _—— This Madam, is that 
luſtrious, (though but poor) Perſon, you heard 


me ſpeak to you fo often of, and whom you deſir d 


I | ow d fetch to you. Go Squab, and falute 
for I ſee her Eyes dance with meer joy 


to have but a touch of you. 
f (Je Salutes her. 


1 Sch. Couſin Banter, 1 am extremely oblig' dto 
vou for the Honour you do my Houſe, in bringing 
10 worthy a Perſonage to grace it, - but you might 

2 Fave 
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have ſpar'd yourſelf the trouble of telling me who 


I knew him at firſt ſight, for juſt ſuch 
gentle God of Sleep, ſhew me laſt 


de is, 
another did the 


Night in my Dream, when I beſought him to give - 


me a okmple of my Huſband. You may remem- 
der I deſcrib'd him to you. 

Ban. You did ©» © + ET" his Perſon ex- 
actly anſwers the Deſcription. 


1 $ch. The wonderful things of 1 


Pray Sir, will you take a Chair and fit down. 
5 1 fits. 


Ban. Come, Mr. Sneer, let us withdraw, and - 


leave the Lovers to improve on this Opportu- 


= Time well, and ply her gallantly. 
| Squab, Never 'fear my Addreſs. 
want a Spirit to accoſt a Lady, why then let me 
tofe her. ( Exeunt, Snop, aud Ban.) Come, 
Madan, wil you pleaſe to ſit likewiſe, 

(Handi ber a Chair. 


1 Sch. Dear Sir, you are fo ſuperlatively oblig- 
ing, (affeed!y) that the poorneſs of my Wit, will 


not ſuffe r me bo make a Compliment adequate to fo L 


a Favour, 
 Squab, How ! the poorneſs of your Wit, Na- 
dam. Faith, Madam, Fame belies you great- 


ly, or you are the Phenix of your Sex for that, 
others may gabble indeed, and uſe fuch a Jargon of - 
Words, as if they thought Wit only conſiſted in 

the multiplicity of them. But in you, Madam, 


your Wi is as confpicuous as your Beauty. 
1 Ch. 


(leo to Squab.) beſure you Huſband | 
When I 
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1 Sch. That may be, Sir, for perhaps you think 
I am poſſeſs'd of neither, — But the Flame 
of a bright Mind, taking its Corruſcations from 
the Fulgency of a Calorous Underſtanding, ema- 


nates ſuch irreſiſtible Radii, or Beams of a depu- 


rated Underſtanding, as illumines, or rather obum- 


brates with a kind of over-ſhadowing Glory; the 


intellectual Part of the Mens Rationis, which 
working on the Imaginations of candid and unpre- 
judiced Readers, creates in them ſuch a Furor In- 
ſanabilis, or Vearning after the Profound, as ſtamps 


in their Minds the true Idea of all Intellectual, had, 


or to be attained, Perfection. And this I take to 
be the only and ultimate Cauſe of every Readers 
Admiration, I wait to know your Opi- 


Sguab. Ods my Life, but that was ſublimely 
ſpoken, and in my own Stile too L'll try if I can't 
anſwer her in a Way that ſhall be full as elegant 
—— lem! Hem' Madam, the tow'ring Pil- 


lar of your Imagination wou'd have had a Pedeſtal 


to reſt itſelf on, but the congruent aſſimilatory and 


_ conjunctive Paits not coaleſcing in that amicable 


Degree, cauſes a Diſruption, ſliding of, and aliena- 
tion of the intervening Particles, which, for want of 
knowing how to gather up again the Air, whoſe 


Property is Defication, Rarification, and Dilapida- 


tion, make a Prey of, and if we may believe cer- 
tain modern Philoſophers, does, 2s it were attenu- 


ate, diſcorporate and diſſipate; fo that notl.ing re- 
maining of that which the Imagination was brit fed 


with, it follows, that the Concluſion to be deduc'd 


| from thence, will be inert and of no Signiſicancy.— 


That Anſ. er is as full, I think, as ccu'd poſſibly 
be given (aide) and what think you, Madam, of 
my Opinion? 

D 3 1 Sch. 
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1½ Sch. O wonderful ! It confirms me in 
the Character I always receiv'd of you that you 
were extraordinary——But to deſcend from this 
high Way of Speaking to an humbler Stile. Tell 
me, how long is it fince her firſt found that you 


lov'd me? 


Squab. Ha! an odd Queſtion that How 


long ſince J firſt felt I lov'd you ?!— Why Faith, 
ever ſince the firſt Moment I heard of you 


That's true, for I never heard of her till within 
this half Hour, EO. 


Sch. How great then muſt my Obligation be 
to you, that with ſo much Merit, cou'd conde- 
ſcend to think of ſo ordinary a Creature? 

Squab. No Condeſcention at all, Madam, for 


= your great Merit and Beauty leſs than they 
are, you wou'd have Charms enough left to en- 


gage my warmeſt AﬀeCtions—That may be true 
too, for with the fame Fortune I wou'd have mar- 
ry'd an Oyfter. Wench. | es 

| ( Aſide. 


„ $ch. My tendereſt Love will all be too poor, 
I am afraid to zepay this Kindneſs—— Dear Sir, 
favour me with a Kiſs. 
Sg. Ha! this is pretty coming, I think 


* but now [| think on't ſhe's a Wit, and by ſuch vul- 


Fancy leaſt it hurt my Courtſhip. . 
(Ms he offers to kiſs him, the Scholar puts 
a Needle in his Mouth, which runs in 


Squab's Faw.) 


par Forms are not minded——[I muſt not baulk 


| S quab. 
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Sguab. Hell and Fury !——What Treachery's 
here Some ſharp I hing has run into my Jaw. 
1, Sch. Ah me!——What's this I've done! 


| forgot to take the Needle out of my Mouth I was 
— with, thoughtleſs Creature that I was 
hu 


the Man I ought to be moſt tender of !—— 


I hope, Love, you are not angry with me? 


Sguab. Angry! Odlidikins, I am not ſo much 
angry as hurted——Pox on i That your In- 
duſtry was ſo near me at the Time offer'd to kiſs 
you the drawing of fix of my Teeth cou'd not 
"ave been half ſo painful. 3 

1 Sch. Then do I fear you will never forgive 
Squab. Forgive you! O Lord, Madam! take 
any Thing ill a fair Lady does: I am not that 
ill- bred Mortal I aſſure you, Madam. 

I Sch. Then as a Mark you are not angry, 


take a Pinch of 2 fy 


| Squab. Aye, Madam, and with a thouſand 
Thanks to boot for the Courteſy——Odslidikins.! 
Did you think I cou'd be ſuch an unpoliſh'd Brute 
to be angry——(Taking 8 Pinch careleſly, the 


Scholar pinches his Fingers betweon the Lid and the 


Sides.) Death and Fury what's this for! 
O, Madam, let go, or I ſhall grow warm indeed! 
— —'Sdeath, have you a Mind to tear my Fingers 
off This is a hn d Way of Courtſhip truly 
if you mean ſuch Squeezes for Love-Tokens, 


they are pretty warm ones What muſt I think 


of this Behaviour 


Perhaps only a little Levity 


; 2 from Youth, and her being her own 


liſtreſs I remember, as we came hither in 


the Coach, Barter told me ſhe was capricious, 


and I muft bear with, if I hope to carry, her | 
Well, Madam, have you any more Jeſts to paſs 
upon 
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upon your humble Servant? For of whatever Na- 
ture they are, you ſhall find me moſt inflexibly 


good humour d in bearing them. 5 
1 J, S. b. That was moſt politely ſaid and ſee- 


ing you take my innocent Railery ſo well, I will 
trouble you with no more of it Tis my Cuſ- 
tom always to try the Mens Patience who wou'd 


court me, before I ſuffer them to proceed to any 
cloſer Familiarities But I ſee by your good Hu- 


mour we muſt needs be happy in each other, and 
then your Taſte in Learning ſo exactly matching 


Sguab. O, Madam, if you talk of Learning, 
there I ſhall be able to raviſh you. I have read 
more than is perhaps credible, or any Man ever 
did before me—for I have read the Works of the 
Living that the Dead never heard of ;——and ſome 
Works of the Dead that never were perus'd by the 


Living. 


1/f Sch. That indeed is wonderful——and pray 
who do you efteem the beſt Author? 

$quab. The beſt Author, Madam !-—T hope 
ſhe has read nothing but Romances, if ſhe has, 
ſhe'll poſe me damnably. (ade) Why, Ma- 
dam, the beſt Author is let me ſee who he is 
— Don Naderiguea Emanuel, Scribble-much, 
Franciſco Hef nanus Rhodoginus Daſh-it- away, 
Humbuggio—Aye——that's his Name — Hum- 
buggio. 8 

1/ Sch. Who's that! yourſelf! 

Squab. Ha! that's a Retort I did not expect 


ſhe has wit in Earneft—I hope ſhe does not know 


] banter her (afide )—No, no, Madam, he was a 
Kind of an Italian French Author, who wrote 
many ſelect Pieces of Poetry in the Chine/e Tongue, 
and afterwards tranſlated them into Hiz4- Dut.h 

| for 
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for the Benefit of Foreigners; I knew him abroad, 
a good-natur'd Man he was, and wrote Prefaces 
and commendatory Verſes to ſeveral of my Pro- 
duQions. 5 
1/f Sch. And pray, Sir, what are the Things 
you principally write? | 
Sguab. Why, I thank Heaven, Madam, I am 
bleſs d with a pretty general Kind of Genius, that 
L is equally good at every Thing When the Fit 
is on me tis all one to me, whether I write a Tra- 
dy or a Farce, an Epic Poem or an Acroſtick, a 
Pan rick or Satyr; then I have my other little 
Subjects between whiles, ſuch as Epiſtles to Chloe, 
Anagrams on her Name, Little Luſory Verſes on 
her og For, Madam, you muſt know if 
the Subject I take be ever ſo mean, the Way 1 
handle it makes it ſeem a great one. Add it to all 
this, that I have an excellent Knack at the ſoſt- 
weeping Kind of Verſe, and if you were dead To- 
morrow, cou'd write your Elegy. 

1, Sch. O dear, Sir, a thouſand Thanks But 
Heaven forbid I ſhou'd deſerve fo great a Courteſy 
but tell me, Sir——as a Poet, no doubt you 
are a general Scholar, You underſtand Aſtro- 
nomy ? es | 
 Squab. O, as well as any Star-gazer.——l have 
all the Pe/e:ad:s, big and little Stars at my Fingers 
Ends, and I can tell you at what Hour of the Night 

the Moon is in Conjunction with Saturn. I 

have ſpent whole Years at this Study. 80 

1 Sch, Aye, as a Pimp, I believe, you have 
but no farther. This is an impudent Rogue, 
I ſee, and will well deſerve the Puniſhment we in- 
tend for him, (Aſide.) Tell me farther, Sir, 
Wich ſo many Qualifications, no doubt you 
have join'd that of Travel? gs 


Squad, 


of Capricorn. 
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Sguab. To be ſure Madam, I travelPd ; (as in- 
deed no Man can well be an Author without it.) 
I travelPd as a Man may fay : (Where the 
Devil ſhall I fay I travelPd to now ? | 

2 ( Afi 


1 Sch. Now for ſome monſtrous Lie. 5 
N | (Aide. 


Sguab. My firſt Excurſion Madam, was to Je- 
ruſalem. from whence I proceeded right on- 
ward to Paris, and being near the Country of 
Preſter John, I turn'd ſhort of one ſide, to vit the 
Court of that Monarch, and having ſcen all that 
was Curious there, I return'd in a Poſt Chaife to 
Cypenhagen ; where having ſtaid ſome time to ſtudy 


_ Philoſophy in the College of that City, I refolv'd to 


Settle in Montpellier, but the Air of that Country 
not proving good for me, I return'd through Rome 
by the way of Amſterdam, and am as you fee me 
now in Dublin. 5 
1 S. B. In Troth, Sir, you made a very Pleaſant 
Tour of it, and pray, (if I way be fo bold 
to aſk,) in what part of the World does Preftir 
John's Country lic, . - 
Squab, In America, Madam, in Ameri- 
ca, about four hundred and ſeventy Degrees 


of Nerth Eaſt Latitude, juſt as you turn the two 


Tropics of Cancer, and baving doubled the Cape 


If ſhe wants Geographical 
Deſcriptions, Egad I can match her. 
SORE: 225 (Au. 


1 Sch. Ignorant Raſcal ! this is the true Block- 
heads Subterfuge from Enquiry, to anſwer Queſti- 
ons fo ridiculouſly, that if found out, he may get off, 


by 


can be no Reflection. 
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by ſaying he was but jeſting, ( Afide.)—— And pray 


Sir, leeing you are ſo learn'd, why are you to 
Poor ? 

Sgquab. Ah, Madam, *tis the Malice of the 
Times, to us Men of Genious, as our Parts are 
greater than other Mens, ſo are our Misfortunes, — 
tor this Envy is ſuch a damnable Fret-Gizzard, and 
ſo apt to Pine herſelf, at the ſight of any the leaſt 
excellence, that Egad tis as much as we Poets can 
do, to get leave to live at her Hands, and this 
may account for the Poverty of the greateſt Men in 
all Ages. Homer, Sir Francis Bacon, and the Au- 
thor of Hudibras, were all Poor in their Times. 
So that you fee Madam, Poverty to a Great Man, 


1 Sch. Impudent Rogue, what Compariſons he 
makes! (tis time we were currying of LS 
Well, Sir, * may thank Fortune that has di 

rected you ſo well for once, that your Parts are in 
no danger of being either envy'd or miſconſtru- 
ed. By this time, I believe the Muſes muſt 
have attir d themſelves, I'll call and ſee. 


V biſties. 


Sguab. Ha! can my Miſtreſs whiſtle ?——this 
is Whimſical enough indeed. 


Enter Sa and SukRx, fallew'd by the other 
| SCHOLARS, drefs 'd like Muſes. 


Ban, Well 8 how have you ſucceeded in 

vour Courtſhip? I hope ng go well with you. 
Squab, O, beyond Hope here have I 
been entertaining her this Hour paſt, with the Sub- 
limeſt 
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 limeſt Diſcourſes ; our Taſtes hit to a Tittle, and 
if there may be Faith had to a Woman's Looks, 
the is already enamour'd of me. But what _ 
Women are theſe have follow'd you ? 
Ban. Certain Relations of her own whom ſhe : 
has dreſs*d like Muſes, in order to Honour this Vi- 
ſit you have paid her. told you ſhe was 
Whimſical, and if you hope to Win her, it muſt 
be with a Total Compliance to every part of her 1 
Humour. 
Squab. Nay, I ſhou'd think myſelf but ill qua- 
lified for a Woman's Man, if I did not know that 
I Part of my Duty. But pray Heav'n theſe Muſes 
a 7 
„ de of the true Parnaſian Caſt, for between you and | 
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= they | ſeenh to cut but a very G and | 
= What can you expect from ſimple Wo- | . 
men, who have juſt enter'd upon a new Station. 
Peace, and diſpoſe your ſelf to liſten, for they now 
begin upon their Miſteries | 1 
4 
Firſt Scholar ſings. 7 
: 
Come all you * Muſes who lov'd gentle Bards, 1 
1 And join with the Graces to ſhew your Regards, 3 
'$ Too much the baſe World is apt to deſpiſe, 5 
1 Thoſe Talents in Men they can neꝰ re enough Prize, 
1 That no ſuch baſe Malice, may ere be call'd ours, [-- 1 
þ Let _ take her Noſegay, compos'd of ſweet | 
4 wers; 


k And dancing around him his Sens to Doſe, | 

| Let each cap the Fragrant ſweet Tuft to his Noſe. 
0 | (Here they Dance raund him, and touch 
4 his Nuſe with their Neſegays. 


1 
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Sguab. This is very pretty, very pretty, 
but e ſome of their Noſegays had not 


the ſweeteſt ſmell, be like the Gardener miſtook 
and put ſome ſtinking Weeds among them. 
Ban. You account for things very wel — 
Silence till the reſt is o'er. 
Squab. Nay, I'm determin'd to believe their 
Paſtime is Innocent, for hitherto no harm has 


been done. 


Ban. Hiſt! 
Firſt Scholar Sings again. 


is a Law in Parnaſſus, though now out of 
Date, 

That none be ſtild Wits, whom we Maids FREY 
create : 

And though we have heard he hes often been 
drubb'd, 

No one can avouch that he ever was dubb 1 

Then Dubb him Fair Maids, not as Knights with 
a Thump, 

But as Poets ſhou'd be, with a Bump and a 


Bump. 


That his Heart may be Glad, when he once 


comes to know it, 


That he, by your vanging, is made a real Poet. 


87 uab. 0 Lord! what a frolickſome * this 
Bump a Man to make a Poet of him ; 
this is meer Boys play, there's no foch Rule in 
Ariflotle that ever I read of. 

E Ban. 
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ſelves? 


any Diſgrace 
did it. 
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Ban. What will you be ſpoiling Matters 
with your Criticiſms ?—- I thought your 
boaſted Patience wou'd have ended thus. 
Death had I thought you wou'd bave behav'd 
ſo, I never wou'd have brought you. 5 

Sguab. Don't be angry with me, tis not the 


| bumping I am afraid of, for I have often ſuf- 
fer'd more with leſs ExpeQation ; but if the 


Town ſhou'd come to know of this. — 


Ban. Fiſh ! How ſhall the Town come 
to know of it, are we not here by our- 
Or if they did, what can they 

make of it, a Condeſcention in you to win a 


frolickſome Lady, you had a Deſign on. 
Squab. Well, I conſent to it, —— but if 


is convenient, be their's the Scandal who 


( Here they Bump him, and then dance 
round him in a Ring. 


Hail, Hail, Poet Hail, 

The Muſes Serene, 
With the Graces ic their Train, 

Do all bid you Hail. 


Ban. Well, Sir, what are you the worſe 


now for that ? 
 Squab. Nothing but that my Poſteriours are 
ſore a little. I ſhall be call'd Poet Breech all 


over the Town, if this once comes to be 


known, and lead a ſadder Life on't than a 
Cat in a Crowd, or a Dog that had got a Blad- 


bappens from this, worſe than 


le 
re 
all 
be 
a 
d- 
er 


Egad, though they Too Women, they kick 
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der to his Tai But what do they intend 


to make me undergo next. 
Firſt Schalar Sings. 


Now fince he's a Poet, and as we may ay, 
A Brother ele of the Laurel and Bay, 
It ſtands us upon that we poliſh his Parts, 


(For without a Genius, what ſignify Arts?) 
 *Tis but a meer Name, which the Baſe may 


preſume, 
As often they do, to themſelves to aſſume. 
His Parts then to raiſe, and his Fancy to quicken, 
Let us come to his Aid, with a hearty ſound 


Kickin 
af ( Here they fall a kicking him, 


| Squab. Hold! Hold ! Hold ——Or I hall 


** all Patience, and kick along with you. 
Zounds ! Do you call this Plays and 
honoucing a Man to ick him. Oh! 


— 1 | Bu to fee through the Shallowneſs 


of this Plot; I was brought here for nothing 
but to be made a Jeſt of. I deſire, Mr. Bun- 
ter, I may be brought back again from whence 
I came. | 

Ban. O Raſhneſs ! What Phrenſey has poſ- 
ſeſs' d you now? To loſe the Benefit of 


all you have done and ſufter'd, for a few 
= Kicks, and theſe given you by ſeeble 


omen. 
Sguab. Ferb'e Women, call you 8 


like 
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like Men. I am fure my Poſteriouts never felt 
the like before, though they have received many 
a one. Well, but that I am Weather bound 


| here, in Expectations of a Golden Freight, 
now ſhould I run away and leave them. 


Ban. Peace and let them go through their 
Ceremony, or I diſcard you from my Friendſhip 


for ever, | on 
Here they dance reund him 
and ſing. 


Now may he ſoar, 
That was dull before; 
Rais'd to the Quick, 
By Means of a Kick. 


Squob, If kicking a Man can make him wit» - - 
ty, then do I know many an ingenious Fellow, 
about our Gaming- Tables. 


Firſt Scholar Sings. 


Whatever Renown to good Poets pertains, 


; Means ; | = | 
And becauſe certain Bards have complain'd to 
Apollo, 


Their States can't be happy without ample 


That though their Heads are full, yet their 


Bellies are hollow. 


That 


it» - 


eir 


at 
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That the Rayment they wear, hangs ſo thin and 


ſo looſe, 
It ſcarcely ſuffices for Faſt.ion, or Uſe ; 


To prevent theſe Diſaſters, this Charm he be- 


ſtows, 


That who will avoid them, muſt yield to our 


Biows. 


Lay on then kind Maids, and with many a ſound 


„ 
Give bim Food for his Belly, and Cloaths for 


his Back. 
(Here they Cudge! him, 


Sguab. Yes. yes, this is only 8 
this is nothing to have a Man's Bones broke. 
O, dear Muſes, more Tenderneſs and 
leſs Honour, I beſeech you, Zounds ! 


Will you never have done? Oh ! Oh i Oh! 


ay Bones are all in a Jell 
1 Sch, Enough, enough, „ 
1 and dance round him. 


Nor ow may he eat, 
That before had no Meat; 
And have Cloaths to his Back, 
Who Apparel did lack. 


Sguab. ( les up to Banter.) Well, Sir, 


— 1 ſuppoſe vou 'W ſay after this Baſting, I 


have no Cauſe to be angry, theſe Blows were 


only Paſtime. 


Ban. Why Faith, to tell you the Truth, 1 
thought he were laid on a little too luſtily * 
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Or, why ſhou'd it be at all? 
moſt hang myſelf for ſuffering them to make 
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take Heart, for if one may judge by the Sound- 

neſs of it, *tis the laſt Bruſh that they intend to 

give you, 3 
Sguab. Death, why ſhou' d it be fiſt or laſt ? 

I cou'd al- 


ſuch an Aſs of me. — Look ye, Mr. Banter o.. 


T ever till now took you to be my Friend. 


Ban. And what do you ſee to the Con- 
tracy? 3 1 
$quab. S'death, do Friends uſually bring one 


another to a Feaſt of Rib-coaſting? They may 


call this filling my Belly if they pleaſe, but I 
fay tis bruiſing my Back. TS 
Ban. Come, come, Mr. Squad, I begin to 
take Part in your Quarrel, and if this lady is 
not immediately as kind, as you wou'd have 
her, and make Amends for this Treatment, by 
marrying you, you ſhall find I'll take Part in 
your Reſentment, 
 Squab. Well, upon that Condition, I'll abide 
their Humour a little longer, though Heav'n 
knows, tis a Fortune dearly carn'd. 
Ban. ( Afide.) Ha! ha! ha! This Fortune 
is a1 excellent Bait, it makes him ſwallow every 


Abſurdity. 


Firſt Scholar Sings. 
H's 2 now ſerv'd, it muſt now be our 


With all prudent Care to provide for his 
| And 
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And becauſe wicked Envy, that rancorous 


Spright, 


Is apt to diſparge what good Authors write, 


To curb her bold Malice it needful appears, 

We lit up his Noſe, and we cut off his Ears. 

That the Fury thus lay'd, he in peace may 
remain, 


Nor Envy's ſharp Tooth e're _ aſſault him 


again. 


Sguab. O, Murther ! Murther Do vou 


think Pl hs this ? 


1 Sch. Not with your Will I believe, but you 


muſt be compell'd to it. — which of 


you has the ſharpeſt Knife? 


| Squah. Zounds, you are Butchers, not Muſes, 
Let me out. 


1 Sch, Make faſt the Door tere for 
Atropos, the Goddeſs of Deſtiny ſays we muſt 
go through our Ceremony. 


Squab, Ah, me! Into what Hands have 1 


fall'n? 


Ban. Lady, you muſt, however unuſual it 


may be in your Practice, for my Sake remit 
Part of this Ceremony : My Friend here is not 


ſo much afraid of Envy, that he ſhould have his 
Noſe lit and Ears crop'd, to avoid her Reſent- 


ment, he thinks that's — her Clemency a little 


too dear. — Therefore to compound this 
Matter between you, and make it eaſy to both 
Sides, he is ſatisfy d that you ſhall twiſt the firtt, 


and lugg the latter. 


1 Sch. We conſent, we e 
he agrees readily. 
Sgual 5 


— 
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Squab. O delicate Organs of the Smelling 
be of any uſe to me ? 
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Squab. Plague on't, that J muſt conſent to 


12 Correction, to avoid worſe. — I agree, I 


"0h. Then ap two. oc free of you, that 


| have the moſt maſculine Fingers, and perform 


(Here they Iug and pinch hin. 


Now Envy accurſt, 
Vile Fiend do your worſt; 

For, by lugging his Ears, 
He's free from all Fears. 


and Auditory Sences, Say, can you ever 


Ban. Come, no Complaining, I think you 
got off very cheap, all Things conſider d; and 
this Tenderneſs of your Miſtreſs in remitting 
Part of the Ceremony, is a freſh Proof to you 
of her Kindneſs. 8 : 

Squab. Aye, aye, my Ears almoſt lugg'd off, 
and Noſe twiſted to the Shape of a Shoeing- 
horn, are very tender Proofs of her Kindneſs ; 
but I may venture to ſay, whatever her Aﬀec- 
tion may be to me for the Future, after this 
Treatment, will hardly be in my Power to 
return it, | 


Firſt 


1 9 


longer 
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Firſt Scholar Sings. 


Since both to be witty, and lucky, we know, 


Are the two greateſt Bleflings the Gocs can be- 
ſtow | 

Then, that no ill Fortune hereafter may croſs 

We hold it convenient in a Blanket to toſs 


Aud lod be cinch Cold bn fo warm u Pro: 


bation, 
We've made, t' allay it, a ſtrong Fumigation. 
ar = and your Blankets, then Muſes 
2 ing in. | 2 
For the Cock has crow'd thrice, and tis we 


Sguab. Ha! Tofs me in a Blanket, and Fu- 

migate me. I think you improve in your 
Diverſions.—— I ſuppoſe you'll erect a Gibbet 
by and by, and hang, draw and quarter me. 


—————-Zounds, let me out, not all the Mines 


of Mexico ſhou'd induce me to ſtay a Minute 
Let me out, I ſay. 

Ban. What, will you ſtill. —— 
Squab. Aye, Faith, and for ever, 


I am teſolv'd to be gone, and no cajoling of 


yours ſhall bring me off it, for that you're cajol- 

ing, I am now poſitive. : 

I pk Let us lay Hands on, and force him 
—_ 


Sgual, 


out at laſt. 


_ = TT To 1 


| bolding for this need Caſt 


on for you, 
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Sguab. Aye, do, do, —— Murther me. 


Kill me HCI 
tear ev'ry Limb of me aſunder, before you 


perſwade me to this. 
whatever you we (for of the ſoft Sex I am ſure 


Inhuman Creatures, | 


you are not) that cou'd uſe a poor Man thus. — 


— What pleaſure can you take in Torturing 


Creatures in this manner, you ſhou'd be 
Prentices to the Inquiſition, for ſuch Tortures — 
ou Practice, are not fit to be admitted into a 
country. 
1 Feb. Ha, ha, babe begins to find 1 
> n 

Fumigation for your en? 
Squab. No, you ſhall as ſoon cannonize, as 
Punigute me,——S'dexth what have I to do 


rs Sch. Aye, and one that lord him for his 


Part. Shall we take our Cudgels again, 


1 


, and ſhew how much we Love you. 
Aye, a ſecond kicking, and lugging 
„ even to a 
Conviction Let us proceed then, and ho- 


nour his Breech, and Shoulders, with the Conſo- 
lation. 


1 Sch, Hang him, Slave, am fatigu'd 
diverting myKcif with him.——Let us flip off 
our Dilguiſes, and let him ſee to whom he is be- 


Omn. Fly, Mobs, Pinners, Capuchines, Gowns, 
and Peuycoats, We have no longer Occaſi - 


(Throw e their Pie 


Owls, and things 


ſtink. Take him to the Pup be of ou, 
e „ 
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Sguab. Ha! Scholars of the College 


Death, Hell, what a Plight am I brought into,— 
I'm in a Cold Sweat all over. 


1 Sch. Well, Squab, you're fatisfy'd, that 


we of the college, have ſome ſhare of Ingenui- 
ty, that cou'd thus Trap 


your Wit ſnip.— 
What think you of our Plot, is't not a deep one? 
2 Sch. Are we on Buſtards, Night-loving 
„ as your WI 
Scribbles have — to Report ＋ = 6 
you think, when it is neceſſary to make uſe of 
our Invention, we cannot ſometimes exerciſe it 
to the þ WAS ever Diſgace 


us, or Leam- 


Vill, for 333 off clean, 
if you any 


longer detain me. 
1 Sch. Pawh! the Wretch! he 


to 


w — : r — 
— — — - — 
” Þ .>ef — * J 4 


© -4 c „ - 
—— —ꝛàd—¾4 . 
3 * b 


1 — 


— 5 oy 
— 6 
Spore, HS EY. > oy 


rr 


* — 


ERR” 


— 


— — 


4 
y 
, 


- — — * 
— ——— Sw” 
BEES TEL oa Il om 


- — 


the Occaſion, it will not only 


— 1 * 8 — a ad 
—— — Et * 
9 = 


. — — 5 — * == — 1 ; —_— 8 : : . gar 8 | 
l - oo. - — 
*. . RR * — = Ct — . _=»; 8 — a4 a 
- _ _—  — — — — IRS", 11 * — = . a y : . 2 7 * _ 17 
22 — p < id l — 5 5 by . - - 
„ —— — — — Xx - p * N F - 1 —— e 8 7 a — wn 
y : = _ > 0 pe N — as 8 ; — n 8 - — wir 3 + — 
—— — » . = . 3235 1 2 
W Ft i CR rag * 9 
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| Manent N bonne, and Fir/t 


SCHOLAR, 


1 Sch. Well 1 think Mr. Banter, our long 


Preparation wou*'d have received a Foil, but for | 
brought hither the Enemy 
to our State, when we were in the laſt deſpair of 
ſeeing him, for which in the name of the Body 


your Aſſiſtance, you 


I thank you. 
Ban. My him hither was not more 
envi je. than the way you manag'd, the 


was to me pleaſing, you have quell'd this 


Python of Learning, with as much Grace and 
Facility as Apollo did that Monſter ; and if you 
will Favour my Friend here, whom 1 brought 
to ſee the Sport, with that Song you made upon 


gation. 
1 Sh. I ſhou'd have but an dt of your 
Favour, ſhou'd I refuſe you. 


Sings a $S ONG. 
To the Tune of To make the IVife Kind, Ke. 
1 


Ye Rhymers to Phillis, and Sots of Re- 

niaton, | 

Tho Cloy wth your J. erſes, and Nonſenſe the 
Town ; 


— 
_—_— 


Conſult 
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Conſult well your Genius, &er you touch 


Ande 7 you Ty Reaſon, firſt learn how 
to Think, | 
Leaſt when you conclude Jour ſelves, ſuręſt 
F Fame, 
You find all your Hopes, but converted to 
i Hs 
And flead of gay Lawrels, yur Braws to 
adorn, | 


The Muſes reward you, with nothing but 
Scorn. 


II. 


755 not a chance Thought, that may dazzle 


ſometimes, 


No ſhew of "4 Wards, nor no jingling of 
No —_ Crates of Verb, Aud, or 


Tenſe, 
IWhoſe utmoſt Per fection' t, at beſt, but meer 
Sen ſe 
For whoſo miſtakes, ſhall but Err from his 
way, 


The 2 Ig proceeds, but the mare Hell = 
In frankſe Endeavours, fhall rack his poor 


rains, 


And find but Contempt, the reward of his 


Pains. 
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III. 


r: Wit's Art ever knew, 


ew ? 
11 — Lottery, where oach on his Fortune 
relies, 


" And where Blonks ten Thouſand appear for 


ene Prixe. 
Then "foal Porn, vile Scribblers . 
1 | 
"4 
And by fooliſh Toiling, at impotent Ane, 
Procure but Contempt, the Reward of your 


Pains. 


IV. 


The Man ky 7 ag Labours, our Fancy's 

'd plaſe, 

Mouft have Wit with Judgment, and Humour 
with Eaſe, K 

Have Senſe, afte, and Learning, from Pe- 
dantry free, 

And Sund as bis Judgment, his Moral. 

ſhou'd be, 


All e x vile Scribbling, and toi ing fer | 
005 ＋ aping the Noble, the Vaiger may 


Ad 


„ 77 „ refs 
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Fame, 


Muſt turn in the End, to its Author's dear 


: a V. 


Za * 
Morals can teach us, and Fancy « can 
pale, 


Nil-. = 
His 4 like his 


2 
2 hu never de- 


Wile Scridblers, ſee daily, their Warts die 


away, 
And all the dull Fruits, of their fiupify'd 
Brains, | 


* but Cantempe, as Reward to ther 


Bar. Sir, you have oblig'd us, —this Song 
is, [tak Eg, and to the Purpoſe 


Enter enten (lavghing.) 


1 Sc. You are very merry. — heve 
vou dene with Squab. 


L sch. Not that we intended, but I believe our 


F 2 End 


And wanting real Merit, to prop up its % 


2 4 *; 
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going 
him, and a number of People gather” 
Operation, are run Hot-Foot after him; fo 
if they catch him, as tis poſſible they will, 
will meet with a worſe from their 


Hands, for they take him to be a Pick-pocket. 


1 Sch. Then have we at once fatisfy'd, both 
our 3 » and our Humour. But hark! — 


1 


EPI. 


* 
p 
ſee 

ſo 
ul, 
er , 
th 


* 


| 


EPILOGUE. 


Tx ELL Scribblers, now you've ſcen our Hu- 


mour o tell, Er 
Have we not mauld your Rhimirg Bre- 
ther well f 
Gave him ſuch Treatment for his fancy'd 
Parts, | 


| Hs beſt might ſeem to ſuit with his deſerts, 
Tas the ice 2 a Foible 5 5 
. Art might cure, t might claim a gent. er 


Touch. 


Bur Scribblers when once loft to Senſe of 


Shame, 


Puniſh you may, but never can reclaim. 
Hence tis, that lighter Follies, Laughter 


3 

But Crimes more petulant, demand the Scourge. 

For - the Muſe tries every Means ana 
rt, 

Of its worſt Paſſions to diveſt the Heart. 


EI To 


.. 


EPILOGUE. 
To mend with Morals a corrupted Age, 


Reclaim with — or correct with 
Rage. 


Parnaſſus, though it choiceſſ Flower” s breeds, 
a Soil Her- run with rankeſt Weeds, 


ich ſpringing up infeſts her bull“ 
Ground, 


Veld filthy Scents, and mar the Proſpect round. | 
Theſe wy remove, B d be each Mor tali 


Who the real Muſes, and their Songs revere. 
For this, ye Youth, your Studies all employ, 
The Good to cheriſh, and the Baſe deftroy. 
Revi , you, once more the Muſe may 
Hnd plant fro Laurel in Hibernia's lle. 
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TRAVELLER. 


Being a New Deſcription of the Won LD in 


every Thing neceſſary and Curious ; 


As to Situation, Cuſtoms, Manners, Genius, 
Temper, Diet, Diverſions, Religious and other 
Ceremonies ; Trade, ManufaQures, Arts and 


Sciences ; Government, Policies, Laws, Reli- 


 gions, Buildings, Beaſts, Birds, Fiſhes, Plants, 


Reptiles, Drugs, Cities, Mountains, Rivers, 
and other Curioſities, belonging to each Coun · 
try. Here 


Here you may vange the World from Pole to Poe, 


TP excreaſe and delipht you 
nd int LY — 
With eaſe and ſafety at a Expence, 


No Storms te „ Paſſage Sums to pay, 
No Horſe to hire, no Guide to fhew the Way, 
No Alps to climb, no Deſert here to paſs, 

No mbujcades, no Thief to give you chace, 
No Bear to dread, no ravenons Wolf to fright, 
| No flies to ſting, no Rattle-Snakes to bite; 

No Floods to ford, no Hurricanes to fear, 

No dreadful Thunder to furprize the Far; 

- Ao Wind: to freeze, no Sun to ſeorch or fry, 
No Thirft or Hunger, and Relief not nigh. 
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